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present in the sick-room, and after all was over she and the mother 
were sitting together in a downstairs room, when a slight noise 
was heard upstairs, rousing them both. The mother wanted to go 
up to the dead child, but the other restrained her. ‘‘ You mown’t 
[must not] go upstairs. It’s Little Lucy. Yes, she’s dead, ma’am, 
but her spirit bain’t gone yet. We mown’t disturb her.” 

(From the speaker herself, who died in 1904.) 


J. B. PARTRIDGE. 


A FoLkK-TALE FROM ASIA MINOR. 
The Story of the Wicked Sparrow. 


Told by W. Shanavonian, first Dragoman to the American 
Embassy, Constantinople. 


There was or there was not a sparrow that went out for a walk. 
After he had gone up hill and down dale a thorn ran into his foot. 
Then he returned to town and went to the baker and begged him 
to take out the thorn. The baker graciously did so, and threw 
the thorn into his oven. But the sparrow after a time returned to 
the baker and said: 

“ Baker, I want my thorn back.” 

The baker replied : 

“ But I have thrown it into the oven!” 

“Yes,” said the sparrow, “but nevertheless I want it back, or 
let me have a loaf of bread instead; my thorn or a loaf!” 

And the sparrow used such language as children should never 
hear, and grown people should never repeat. The baker, in order 
to avoid any further trouble with the impudent sparrow, gave him 
the bread, with which he disappeared. 

He went up hill and down dale until he came to a place where 
there was a flock of sheep and a number of shepherds who were 
just going to have their breakfast. But as the poor fellows had 
no bread they were throwing a quantity of earth into their milk. 
The sparrow asked them: 


“Brother shepherds, why are you throwing earth into your 
milk ?” 
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And they said, “ Because we have no bread.” 

Then the sparrow said, “ Here, take my bread, and may it be 
sweet unto you!” - 

The shepherds thanked him, took the bread, brought fresh milk 
and enjoyed their breakfast. Then the sparrow went away, up hill 
and down dale, but soon he returned to the shepherds and said: 

“ Brother shepherds, I want my bread back !” 

“ But,” they said, “ you gave us your bread and said, ‘may it 
be sweet unto you,’ and we thanked you for it and have enjoyed 
it with our breakfast. We have eaten it, how can we give it back 
to you?” Then the sparrow used such language as children should 
never hear, and grown people should never repeat. And he said: 

“I want my bread or Ill take a lamb; my bread or a lamb!” 

Then the shepherds in order to be rid of the troublesome 
sparrow gave him the lamb which he demanded. On he went, up 
hill and down dale, until he came to a village which he saw was in 
a great state of animation. ‘The villagers were wearing their best 
dress as if it were a day in Bairam, or an Easter Sunday. When 
he heard the music and saw young people dancing and waving 
their handkerchiefs he understood that there was a wedding. As 
he approached he saw that near the bridegroom’s house some 
butchers were on the point of slaying a huge shepherd dog. The 
sparrow asked them: 

“ Brother butchers, why do you slay that dog?” and they told 
him : 

“ As there are no sheep or cattle in this neighbourhood we had 
to slay this dog for the wedding feast.” And he said to them: 

“Take this lamb for the wedding feast, and may it be sweet 
unto you!” 

While the sparrow went his way up hill and down dale, the lamb 
was nicely roasted and the guests enjoyed the feast. The wedding 
dinner was, however, hardly over when the sparrow came back and 
said, “I want my lamb!” “But,” he was told, “kind sparrow, 
your lamb was roasted and enjoyed by the guests, so nothing of it . 
remains. Wait for a few days and we will give you a better lamb. 
Now go away and leave us in peace.” 

The sparrow answered, “I will not go away, I will not leave 
you in peace, I want my own lamb and no other; and if you 
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cannot give me back my lamb I shall take the bride instead ; my 
lamb or the bride !” 

The bride and bridegroom wept most bitterly, but their tears 
could not move the heart of the wicked sparrow. He insisted on 
having his lamb or the bride. Then the sparrow threatened them 
and used such language as children should never hear, and grown 
people never repeat, until the bridegroom’s family decided, in 
order to avoid any further difficulty with the sparrow, to give him 
the bride. And they did so. 

The sparrow took the bride and went away, up hill and down 
dale, until one day he met a man riding on a donkey and singing 
gaily to the accompaniment of his tambourine. The sparrow 
stopped the man and said : 

“ Friend, may you have prosperity! I want your tambourine !” 
And the man answered : 

“ My tambourine is too precious to be given away like that!” 
So the sparrow said : 

‘Take this beautiful bride and give me the tambourine instead,” 
and the man took the bride in exchange for the tambourine. 
Then the sparrow, with his newly acquired tambourine, went up 
hill and down dale until he came to the banks of a river where 
there were willow trees. And he flew to the topmost branch of a 
willow tree and playing his tambourine began to sing : 

“Oh! what a clever bird am I! 

I gave away the thorn and I took the bread, 

I gave away the bread and I took the lamb, 

I gave away the lamb and I took the bride, 

I gave away the bride and I took this ġeautiful tambourine— 
Oh, what a clever bird am I!” 


And all of a sudden this wicked sparrow lost his balance, fell 
into the river and was seen no more. 





Three apples fell from heaven ; one for the story-teller ; one for 
him to whom you have just listened; and one for him who has 
just spent his breath. | 

Mary Mason Poynter. 


